A HUNT  FOR  THE  NIGHTINGALE

the lane,   T asked them if that was the nightingale
.sinking*, they listened, and assured me it was none
other.   "Now she \s on, sir; now she 's on.   Ahl
but she don't stick.   In May, sir, they makes the
woods all heec-ho about here.   Now she's on again;
that's her, sir;   now she's of!;   she won't stick."
And stick she would not.    I could hear a tyoarse
wheeling and clucking sound beneath her notes,
when I listened intently.  The man and boy moved
away.    I stood mutely invoking all the gentle di-
vinities to spur the bird on.   Just then a bird like
our hermit thrush came quickly over the hedge
a few yards below me, swept close past my face,
and back into the thicket.   I had been caught lis-
tening ; the offended bird had found me taking
notes of her dry and worn-out pipe there behind
the. hedge, and the concert abruptly ended;   not
another note; not a whisper.   I waited a long time
and then moved off;   then came back, implored
the outraged bird to resume; then rushed off, and
slammed the door, or wither the gate, indignantly
behind me.   I paused by other shrines, but not a
sound.   The cottager had told me of a little village
three miles beyond, where there were three inns,
and where I could probably get lodgings for the
night.    I walked rapidly in that direction;   com-
mitted myself to a footpath;   lost the trail, and
brought up mi ft little cottage in a wide expanse of
field or common, and by the good woman, with a
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